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AMERICAN 


The Life Story of a Great Indian 





By FRANK B. LINDERMAN 
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High Praise from High Authorities 





a altogether comparable to Mr. 
Linderman’s book has heretofore been added 
to our literature concerning the American In- 
dian ... There are few books that bring the 
Indian as close as this one.” —N. Y. Times. 


“AMERICAN is not just an Indian book. It is 
an exciting adventure story and the photograph 
of a great personality.”"—New York Telegram. 


“A good book to read, because it is graphic, 
moving, alive; a good book to keep, because it 
is history.” —Irvin S. Cobb. 


‘*,.. Above all, it is an interesting and a touch- 
ing story.”—New York Sun. 





AAMERICAN 


“A whale of a yarn... our nomination for 


THE BOOK OF THE YEAR™ 


says F. F. VAN DE WATER in N. Y. Evening Post 


Illustrated by Herbert M. Stoops 





Pos 386 Fourth Ave. 
New York City 
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$3.50 at all book- 4o” $3.50 for which please send 
sellers. The JOHN o* one copy of AMERICAN to 
DAY CO., 386 Fourth 
Avenue, New York rf 
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JUDGING THE NEWS 


What the farmers need now is to Washington police, we learn, have a And it’s always inspiring to remem- 
have a commission appointed to help murder mystery that baffles solution. ber that things can’t possibly be as 
them recover from the effects of farm They ought to turn it over to the New bad as Mr. Borah thinks they are. 
relief. York police, who seem to be collecting 

them. Just as physicians have athlete’s 

According to the press, Congress foot under control comes dismaying 
las appropriated $300,000 for moving Another great advantage of modern news of an epidemic sweeping through 
pictures on the battleships. Join the business methods is that a panic is the housewives of the country. It is 
Navy and see the movies. now called a period of readjustment. called can-opener’s hand. 
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“You guys think the country’s on the rocks, eh? Well, just try putting yourself in Hoover’s place for a while.’ 
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The Movie Palace doorman 


A Real Bargain 


“ | His is a nifty model, mister...” 


“Too long. I had one like that 
once and you can't hardly turn ‘em 
without going around the block.” 

“Here's one on a shorter wheel- 
base.” 

“Yeah, but I don’t care for that 
color.” 

“How about this one? Only three 
months old and...” 

“Uh-huh. I suppose it belonged to 
an old couple that only took it out on 
Sunday afternoons.” 

“Well, that’s about all I have, un 
less you would like the one over there 
in the corner.” 

“Say, brother! That's just what I 
want.” 

“It’s an old one, mister, but .. .” 

“TI don’t care how old it is. That’s 
just what I want.” 

“Well, sir, thirty-five dollars and 
she’s yours.” 

“The tow-rope included?” 

“You bet, tow rope and harness. 
And you'll be getting a bargain, too, 
mister. This is a real dachshund, if 


there ever was one!” 


Cuetr JouNnson 
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marries! 





“Take it easy, lady. 


2 





When Courage Fails 


‘ HE emerged from the narrow 
f doorway the man halted abruptly 
to stare in sudden horror. 

It was a face—villainous, bestial. 
The chin fell away weakly from lips 
twisted in a cruel sneer. Ropy strands 
of hair dangled across the beetling 
forehead. Dark eyebrows met in a 
scowl above beady eyes in’ which 
gleamed a wild, fanatical light. 

With a shiver, the man thrust some 
thing into an inner pocket and hurried 
down the street. 

“Never, as long as I live.” he mut 
tered, “will I have another passport 
photo taken!” 


Oh Tsk, Tsk! 


An outboard motor  spe¢ dabout 
really is just a rowboat with athlete’s 
phut. 


Those who mourn the passing of 
the “Old-Fashioned Fourth” should 
be comforted. A backfire is as loud 
as a giant fire-cracker and an ac 
celerator as dangerous. 


And if they really want to check 
immigration, it might be a good idea 
to let all prospective immigrants taste 
some of our liquor before they embark. 








I'll have you out in a minute!” 




















Dora’s Cousin 
You've heard of the optician’s 
daughter? Two glasses and she makes 
a spectacle of herself. 


Some people find relaxation on a 
golf course. Others find health. Still 
others find exercise and sport. But a 
Scotchman finds golf balls. 


Then there was the Scotchman who 
shot his frau because she suggested a 
trip to the seashore just after he had 
bought a new sun lamp. 


And the next time President Hoover 
wants to select a supreme court jus- 
tice, he ought to appoint a commission 
to do it for him. 


“Yessir,” said the town constable, 
“put in a couple of red traffic lights 
in this town and they'll pay for them- 
selves in no time.” 





The novice. 


Then there was the dope who 
thought he could get even with the 
ae gee Be A Why Summer Resorts Have Lost 
judge who fined him by giving him a 





worthless check. ria All Their Glamor For Me 
—R. C. O'Brien “ | 
) | ‘O isn’t it delightful that you 
play contract! We've been 
looking for a fourth for days. Of 





course, my husband and I are just 
learning and we only play for a twen- 
tieth, but it’s good fun!” 

“My husband wanted to go abroad 
this year. In fact, I had a hard time 
persuading him not to go. I think it’s 
so much nicer here than in Europe. 
Going to Europe gets so very monoto- 
nous, and then there are so many peo- 
ple going now!” 

“T tell you, business will never be 
the same again. Believe me, that drop 
in November took the heart out of 
everything. You wouldn't think it 
would affect the shirtwaist business, 
but it certainly does!” 





“Do you mind if we watch you play 
tennis? Now, Junior, you mustn't 
throw sand at the nice man and keep 
off the court!” 





“Personally I like it much better at 
Crystal Lake. They have a movie 
theatre there with talkies and radios 
in every room at the hotel. Closer to 
the city, too. Sort of keeps you in 
touch with things!” 

“You're just like all the men one 
meets at summer resorts. You like to 
play around and have a good time for 
a week or two and then you'll go away 
and forget everything you said and 
everyone you knew!” 

“Now, what d’you think the Judge drinks?” —ARrTHUR SILVERBLATT 
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Testimonial 


I adore a tan who smoke sa pipe— 
he isn’t borrowing cigarettes all the 
time. 


And what we now want to know is 
when Walter Winchell is going to 
write the Main Stem Song? 


Just when we had decided to give 
the absent-minded professor a_ long 
deserved rest, comes the news of an 
A. M. P. who took off his bones and 


danced around in his skin. 


Automobiles are said to perform 
better with a silent second. And we've 
always had an idea that prize-fighters 
would be affected the same way. 





” — 
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*Yaa—a grown man like 


* » . 
you makin mud pre: 








“Would you folks play ‘The Stein Song’?” 


The Class of 1930 
“M y friends,” said the president of 
4 


Highlearning University to the 
huge throng in the chapel, “we are 
assembled today to bid farewell to the 
members of the class of 1930. From 
these musty halls of learning they will 
go forth to the streets of commerce. 

“In accordance, therefore, with the 
recently adopted policy of this uni 
versity, I will now proceed to award 
the prizes and diplomas to the fathers 
of the graduates. I am pleased to 
award the McPherson Gold Medal for 
all-around self-sacrifice to Mr. Robert 
Jones, father of our baseball captain. 
Mr. Robert Jones worked like a 
beaver to keep his son on our baseball 
diamond and well deserves his award. 

“First prize in English goes to Mr. 
Rupert Henderson, father of our 
cheer-leader, Hal Henderson. Mr. 
Rupert Henderson’s letters refusing to 
increase his son’s allowance are mas 
terpieces of pithy, penetrating phrase 
ology. The hundred-dollar prize in 
logic is presented to Mr. John Flem 
ing, father of Frank Fleming, our 
famous full-back. Mr. John Flem 
ing’s persuasive letters to his son 
kept the young man in college, to the 
benefit of our championship football 
team. 

“T will now award the diplomas to 
the remaining two hundred and sixty- 
five fathers whose stick-to-it-iveness, 
sacrifice and perseverance made _ it 
possible for these young graduates to 
loll with us for four years. When I 
conclude presenting the diplomas, 
visitors who decire to congratulate the 
fathers of the graduates will kindly 
assemble on the lawn. I thank you.” 

—Artruvcr L. LippMann 
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Passersby were attracted 
by the wan face of a small boy 
at the window. 
Nobody passed without feeling 
a touch of pain. 9 rasp” 
por Fis 
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Very Truly Yours 
By S. J. 


Perelman 


I" seEMS only yesterday that G. P. 

Butnam’s Sons were curly-headed, 
blue-eyed young rascals scampering 
on the lawn playing with Punctilio, 
their St. Bernard, and here they are 
already in the publishing business, 
just dripping best-sellers. This time 
it’s Butnam’s Phrase Book, an Aid to 
Social Letter-Writing and to Ready 
ind Effective Conversation, with Over 
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100 Model Social Letters and 6,000 
of the World’s Best English Phrases. 
Now here is a little manual of polite 
correspondence that should lie on the 
top of everybody's waste-basket. If 
there is no top on your waste-basket, 
the bottom will do splendidly. The 
first 298 pages of the Phrase Book 
may be dismissed with a 
dirty one, 


word—a 
if you please. So here we 
are on page 298, reading “Letters of 
Congratulation.” Get a load of this 














one, “On Graduation”’: 
ipa 























HEY, NONE OF YOUR BACK-TALC! 
CURSED THE CRUSTY CUSTOMER 


Would you advise me to wear twenty-inch bottoms this fall? I can’t 


decide whether to go collegiate or cake. 
Routine 12,242—Look, look, Daddy, an airplane! 


Miscuievovs YouNGSTER, 
Assent- MINDED 


Sire, Issue 34,789—Yes, darling, don’t touch it! A twinkle gleamed in 
the man Perelman’s twinkler as he slipped into one of his more conserv 
ative negligées and absinthe -mindedly reached for a liqueur bon-bon. 
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My dear Stanislas, 

Hou happy I am to hear that you 
have successfully terminated your 
High School course. You surely de 
serve the best the world can offer, for 
you have earned it by hard, conscien- 
tious study. 

Sincerely yours, 
George Twombly Beaver. 


Dear Beaver, 

Your filthy little note congratulat 
ing me on graduating from High Schoc! 
is at hand, written in your usual i! 
legible “How happy you 
are,’ indeed! If you had had your 
way, I would have been sent to an in 
stitute for the feeble-minded. As for 
the hard and conscientious study spit l, 


scrawl. 


don’t try any of your cheap sarcasm 
on me. I graduated because I hap 
pened to know who was paying the 
geometry teacher's rent in that duplex 
apartment on Pratt Street. As for 
you, Beaver, the only thing that pre 
vents me from hanging one on your 
chin is the fact that you haven't got 
one. The barber’s itch to you, my fin 
fellow. Yours, 

Stanislas Prouty, Esq. 


Then there are the “Letters of In 
vitation,” principally the sample one, 
“To a Party”: 


My dear Hazel, 

On Tuesday next I am having a 
small party, too small almost to come 
under that head, and wish particularly 
to have you come. I will arrange an 
escort “to and fro,” so if you have any 
preference let me know. 

Cordially yours, 
Dahlia Lark-Horovitz. 


Dear Dahlia, 

So you're having another one of 
those brawls in your joint on Evans 
Street. What do you mean “too small 
almost to come under that head’? If 
my head was as small as that filbert 
you wear on your neck I could en 
grave the Lord’s Prayer on it. 

You will arrange an escort to and 
fro for me, will you? Something juicy 
like that pork-faced Fred Whitebait. 
who tried to neck me going home in 
the subway from your last debauch? 
No. Dahlia dear, I've met that whole 
mob of window-dressers and cash 
girls and I’m all washed up. 

Yours, 
Hazel Bummer Wheatcroft. 


But best of all, perhaps, is the 
hand-tooled stencil, ““For a Christ- 
mas Gift,” which Dora Burpee sends 
to Leonard Shrike: 

(Continued on page 31) 
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ca ar aa; Stiff 


' 
( Som laundries put a piece of card 
- | h 


board in a shirt to keep it stiff, 


ate x but our laundry is more efficient. It 


puts a towel in. 


The difference between a ole e clab 
and a swarm of bees is that the bees 
are harmless when they go into a 


huddle. 


Eliza Crossing the Airplanes. 





The Colonial Revolution 


T= Weatherbys were standing on the lawn in front 
of their remodelled home. The old house had once 
sheltered General Washington, and in the front yard 
stood a Colonial well whose dank depths had yielded many 
1. drink to quench the thirst of Revolutionary patriots. 
An ancient oak whose gnarled limbs proclaimed hun- 
dreds of years of struggle with the elements shaded the 
tarnished brass knocker that had seen centuries come 





nd go. 
“It’s lovely, darling,” exclaimed Mr. Weatherby. 
“Yes,” agreed his beaming wife. “It has the authentic 
Colonial atmosphere. Everything about the house is 
reminiscent of our nation’s early struggles. And _ it’s 





genuine. There isn’t a spurious thing to spoil the illusion. 
I love the old things.” 

“And we can keep our coupé in the old stable behind 
the garden sun dial,” said Mr. Wetherby. 

“We'll keep what?” questioned his wife. 

“Our coupé,” said Mr. Wetherby. 

“Well, you’ve got a nerve!” exclaimed his wife. ‘Here 
we're moving into one of the oldest homes in all Budget 
Gardens, and if you think I’m going to be seen driving 
around in that dilapidated, two-year-old bus of yours, “No, me name is Riley and I don’t know where is 
you're crazy!” Delancey St.” 

a 














“Hey, take it easy, Sir Mac, this is a rented suit.” 


a 
‘ 
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IN ANCIENT TIMES 
Ye Local Rudy Vallée 
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The Civil Disobedience Campaign 
in Indiana 
By Jack Cluett 


r'oun solemn, elderly salt revolters, 

having removed shirts, sat 
cross-legged on sharp spikes ‘round a 
table in the 
toom of the native 


at Pshaw, Indiana. 


their 
bamboo Disobedience 
Indiana revolters 
In the center of 


the table stood anh empty salt-cellar 
and an order of soft-boiled eggs. 
Mrs. Sarajini Rafferty opened the 


meeting by releasing a hooded cobra 
from a market basket. The venomous 
serpent swayed to and fro to the ac- 
companiment of an Indiana lilt played 
on a native diphthong. 

“Fellow. Sahibs,” said Mrs. Raf- 
ferty, running twelve sabres through 
a wicker clothes hamper’ without 
touching a single hair on the head of 
the laundress, “the sheriff of Fort 
Wayne has locked up our leader in 
the prison at Jodhpor. We must carry 
on. What do you suggesjt?” 

‘“‘How about a raid on Gorton’s Salt 
Codfish Depot at Dhart at Dhara- 
sana?” Abbas Peckham, 
pending a rope in midair. 

Mrs. Kamaladeni Eagan said: “If 
the British would only let us raid the 
lavender bath-salt at Untadi, 
we wouldn’t have to throw these eg 
to the name of a dog of a dog of a 


said sus- 


works 
gs 
dog.” 

“I heard you the first time,” 
Motilal Whitbeck. “We should have 
boiled them five minutes and 
them for a picnic at Salt Lake City.’ 

“I can wire my sister in Asbury 
Park to send us a box of salt water 
taffy. That would make the British 
plenty sore, and I don’t mean rahj- 
put,” said Mrs. Kamaladeni Eagan. 

Mrs. Rafferty jumped up off her 
chair of nails and said: ‘“Who’s that 
knocking at our djoor?” 

“Just a plague of locusts,” an- 
swered Abbas Peckham, looking over 
her shoulder. 

“I'd give my shirt for a nice slab 
of salt pork,” said Mahatma O’Harra. 
“Suppose Indiana had a freezing 
spell. How could we melt the ice off 
our sidewalks without any saljt? We 
Satyagrabis of Indiana have got to 
break through the military guards and 
get a pinch or two for Sunday dinner. 
Katherine Mayo is coming in for 
cocktails and the British are holding 
Sault Ste. Marie for ransom.” 

“I'd start a pepper revolt, only it 
makes me _ sneezje,”’ said Motilal 
Whitbeck. 

Mahatma O’Harra said: “I have a 
friend who’s doorman at the Stache 
Mahal. Maybe he could get us some 


said 


Say ed 


, 
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salt over at the A. & P. A 
pinjches would never be missed.” . 
“By the way,” said Mrs. Rafferty, 
“how are we fixed for horse radish?” 
Bom- 
bay is under heavy guard,” replied 
Abbas Peckham. ‘‘We could start a 
civil disobedience march Pshaw 
over the Lincoljn Highway to Del 
Montje, Cal., and get a of salt 
water. After evaporating the water 
in the sun, we might find some traces 
of horse radish.” 
“More likely some 
plied M rs. Eagan. 


few 


“The horse radish depot at 


from 


pan 


star fish,” re- 


Mahatma Bloomberg arose from his 
spikes and, walking across a bed of 
red-hot coals to the table, said: “Sa- 
hibs, I a grandmother in Indi- 
anapolis who has a 


have 
vial of smelling 
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salts. I don’t know how they'd taste 
on mashed potatoes, but they're ex- 
cellent for a fainting spell.” 

“To the ocean then, my brave com- 
shouted Raf- 


ferty, grabbing up her turban. 


rades !” Mrs. Sarajini 


The Indiana revolters congregated 
at the drug store on the corner of 


Maine and State Streets and marched 
slowly toward the Pacific coast. 
When they got there, Mrs. Rafferty 
took off her stockings and waded de 
fiantly into the salt spray with a 
boiled egg in one hand and an empty 
tin can in the other. The panful of 
had gathered was 
evaporated by the following Thurs 
day and, there in the bottom of the 
pan, 


water which she 


reposed and a 


seaweed 


some 


torn bathing cap. 

















“Listen, Min, where d’you want the wheat crop—between the lettuce 
and celery or back o’ the radishes?” 
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Why Elephants Wish They 
Could Forget 


“H® there, Mr. Elephant, if you 
ever need a job, come around 
to me, and I'll get you one as Paul 
Whiteman’s understudy!” 
“Doesn't it remind you of Sophie 
Newhart back home?” 


“Ah, there’s a fella I betcha would 
like to check his trunk somewhere!” 


“They say elephants never forget. 
Ask it the date of the Battle of 
Waterloo!” 


“Elephant ain’t my old friend 
Jumbo!” 


“Look at the way it’s staring at 
me. It probably remembers me from 
that party at Montreal we were on to- 
gether!” 


“Why you vught to be ashamed of 
yourself gobbling up peanuts like 
that! Tusk, tusk!” 


—ArTHUR SILVERBLATT 
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Helping Hands 


First day out with the new straw hat 


‘Or course [I don’t know much 


about it, but if you ask me I'd 
say the thing looks about two sizes too 


large.” 


“Why didn’t you wait ‘til the real 
hot weather hit us? Why, that hat will 
be simply filthy by. the time you need 
it most!” 


“Me get one? Say, I wouldn't 
wear one of those iron saucepans if 
you gave it to me! What you ought 
to have is one of those featherweight 


felts. Why, su-re.”” 


“Tt’s the herd idea behind those 
things that I can’t stand. Why should 
men buy ’em or discard ‘em on certain 
days just because a lot of hat manu 
facturers say so? Only morons do 
that.” 


“Oh, I'll grant you that some men 
look well in ‘em. Trouble is too many 
cocoanut-headed birds like Champ 
Clements try to wear em. You've got 
to have a fairly flat bean, get my 
point?” 


“Sure, it’s fresh enough now, but 
wait ‘til the old wind scales up under 
that brim! You'll be lucky if some 
one doesn’t give it a drop-kick the 
third day out!” 

—STANLEY JONES 





“The ploughman homeward plods his weary way.” 
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Revenge 


smirn’s usually genial face was 
clouded with dark hatred. 

“I’m going to get even with him,” 

he said. “I’m going to take Harris 

for a ride.” 


& 


“You must be out of your mind,” 
I said. 

“Revenge is mine,” muttered Smith. 
“I’ve waited ten years for this. Month 
after month, year after year. Nothing 
you can say will stop me. I’m going 
~ to get even with him for everything 
he’s done to me.” 

“You're kidding,” I said, hoping to 
laugh off a grim situation. 

“Tm certainly not,” answered 
Smith. “Tomorrow morning I’m tak 
ing that rat for an all-day ride in 
the rumble seat of my car—and |] 
hope it rains cats and dogs.” 


Go.trer—Not so bad for a mashie-niblick shot, eh? Aa Bn Ba 








On Motor Rides y I, hy 


Y py 
H°" poGc stands that look like log NY, 
cabins . .. hot dog stands that 


Yi 
look like French Chateaux .. . people 


Things I’m Not Interested In TT TPE TY] Yj 
(A/ Vy 1"; 
Vy 
Uy ff y 77 
who are always sure you're on the 





wil. Oh) UR .% 
Yi tt GFZ 
wrong road ... people who know just 
why you must be on the right road 
even though you're getting nowhere 


Bh WN he He 
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near your destination. 
Interurban busses that speed ; 
interurban busses that hog the road 

. silent policemen ... garrulous 
policemen . . . women who are con- 
stantly making remarks about the 
scenery ... men who are constantly 
calling attention to the billboards .. . 
men, women and children who are 
always thinking of something to stop 
for. 

Hooked rugs . . . high boys 
low boys ... boys who offer to mind 
your car ... people who count the 
number of different state license 
plates they see ... men who are con- 
stantly crabbing about women drivers 

. and women drivers. 

Hitch-hikers who even bum their 
ferry fares ... hitch-hikers who make 
conversation . . . hitch-hikers who sit 
like stones and look superior . . . and, 
hiteh-hikers. 





—CaRROLL CARROLL 


Headline in New York Times 


“Lightning Kills Man, Puts Out 
Liberty’s Torch.” 

That was no lightning; that was the 
Eighteenth Amendment. 











. . a7 
And sometimes straw votes show MOMENTS TO REMEMBER 


which way the hot air blows. The Happiness Boys put up a one-man-top. 
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In Seattle a cit y ordi 
nance requires every 
householder to set at 





least two rat traps daily. 





In California it is illegal to peel an 
Ay orange in your hotel room. 






In Pennsylvania all public eating places must be supplied 


with stretchers and wheel chairs. 





Bowling is illegal in Ohio, 


And flying a red flag is illegal 


in Kansas. 


NOBLE EXPERIMENTS 
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The Time, the Place and the Man 
Says that we scribes 


F somebody F 
f have been shown up by Dwight 


Morrow, we are at a loss for re- 
ply. With one short speech he seems 
to have done more to jolt prohibition 
than all the tons of printers’ ink. 

Others, in public office 


claim to have said 


and out, 
in substance what 
But that is not wholly true. 


force of 


he said. 
The 
not alone in what was spoken but also 
in what was left unspoken. He passed 
over as 


Morrow’s remarks was 


evil 
ispect of our present condition. He 
set up no cry for personal liberty. 
He made out no case for nullification. 
He scorned 


needing no stress the 


favorite ar- 
Then, though declaring for 
enforcement of the while it still 
stands, he made no bones about say- 


some of our 
guments. 


law 


ing that federal appropriations should 
be spent mainly on what is federal 
preventing the traffic in li- 
across national and state boun- 
He posed the problem not as 
one in morals or philosophy but in 
practical government. 


business 
quor 
daries. 


Seeing no real solution through re- 
vising of the Volstead Act, he came 
out boldly for repeal of the amend- 
ment. And after that for organized 
effort to reawaken in this land the al- 
most forgotten impulse toward a salu- 
tary temperance. 

To do all that in a brief discourse, 
so clearly and so calmly as to arrest 
the attention of the whole country, is 
some feat. Statesmen, publicists and 
others who presume to move public 
opinion may well take off their hats 
to him. 

But besides the merit of being 
forthright, the Newark speech had 
the merit of being pat. Only a little 
while ago a Demosthenes might have 
made that same speech and never got 
a flicker. Times have changed. The 
inexorable tide has turned at last. It 
was the very moment for someone to 
say, “This has failed; let’s try some- 
thing else.” And a New Jersey sena- 


torial candidacy was the most reso- 
nant sounding-board. 


The petty political inte rpretation 
might be that Morrow was clever 
enough to choose the time and the 


place to speak out. 
which history suggests is that the 
Time and the Place, as always, have 
conspired to bring forth the Man. 


The larger view 


How to Make the Highways Safe 


( FOvEnwone and cops and mayors 
and taxi-drivers and such have 
just been in solemn conference at 


Washington about traffic. As Secre- 


tary Lamont says, “Congestion has 
outrun all measures of safety.” 
We are reminded again of those 


gvood old laws that are no longer en- 
forced. In addition to those which 
have been illustrated on the page op- 
posite, we find the following: 


@ Riding 


horse can 


on Sunday faster than a 
walk is illegal in Iowa. 
@ In Tennessee the driver of an auto- 
mobile must give ten days’ notice that 
he is going to drive on any road by 
tacking a notice along said road. 


€ In Lake Illinois, the law 
requires that every automobile on the 
street shall be preceded by a bicycle. 


Forest, 


G In St. Paul an automobilist, meet- 


ing a horse-driven vehicle, must get 
out and help the driver of the horse 


to pass the automobile. 


We're Hurt 


W:* Americans don’t get treated 
right. Here we are writing a 


fine new tariff, the highest in history. 
And along Canada with in- 
creases of her own which are likely to 
damage our trade with her to the tune 
$200,000,000. 
blame us for letting out a squawk? 
This is an affront to the benevolent 
lords of creation. We have most of 
the world’s gold, motor cars, old mas- 
ters, hot-dog stands, culture, brains 


comes 


of some Can you 
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and cheek. We have an awful lot of 
things to sell and we don’t mean to 
buy nothing from nobody, except the 


raw materials we gotta have. Our 
motive, of course, is to benefit the 
wnole human race. Then Canada 


gums the works by raising a tariff wall 
Australia and other 
threaten to do _ the 


of her own, and 


upstart places 


same. Is that being fair and friendly 
and properly grateful? It is not. 


You understand, we’re not angry; just 
terribly, terribly hurt. 


Why Be Technical? 


Rewer has_ it 


Princeton are 


Ha rva rd and 


kiss 


The undergraduate genera 


that 
about to and 
make up. 
tion that slapped faces and stuck out 
The 


alumni of both colleges have always 


naughty tongues has graduated. 


felt sore about the estrangement. And 
athletic officials, the 


moguls of intercollegiate relationships, 


association real 
have been fraternizing brazenly. Now 
that 
pride prevails, and there is an atmos 
Noth 
of agreement 
except “technicalities.” The 
technicality is that Harvard wants all 
its athletic contracts to be on a dual 


we hear neither bitterness nor 
phere of calm and cordiality. 
ing stands in the way 


main 


or “‘you-and-me”’ basis, while Prince- 
triangular or 
me-and-the-other- fellow” 


other fellow being Yale. 


ton wants a “vou-and 

basis, the 
This is not 
so much because Princeton cherishes 
the old “Big Three’ tradition. It 
concerns rather such practical matters 
as schedules and eligibility. 

While we are Harvard rooters, we 
thought that Harvard 
was selfish about the football 
ule, insisting as she does on having a 


have always 


sched- 


breathing spell of two weeks between 
her Princeton and Yale games. We'd 
like to see a straight, three-cornered 
As for eligibility, it is 
inconceivable to us that these colleges 
could ever again have any real difh- 
culty about the standing of their ath- 
R. J. W. 


alternation. 


letes. 
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“Some burglars to see 


Fresh Air Fund 


You are invited to contribute any- 

thing from two bits to an I. O. U. 

to our new Fresh Air Fund. We even 

take rubber checks and boil them 

down for what we can get out of 
them. No sum is too small. 

The proceeds of this fund are to 
be used, not for tenement kiddies— 
but for Broadway columnists and 
nightlife reporters. Think, for a few 
bucks you can send a Broadway col- 
umnist away, and who has not longed 
for just such an opportunity?” 

Come on, let’s get together and 
give these fellows a little fresh air! 


It’s always darkest just before 
dawn—in our neighborhood anyway, 
because that’s when most of the neigh- 
bors put the lights out. 


And Dora isn’t so dumb. She thinks 
the unwritten law is the Eighteenth 
Amendment. —R. C. O’Brien. 
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Talkie of Two Ball-Players Dis- 
cussing the Opposing Pitcher 


SS ay, they call that big apple- 
knocker a pitcher! He ain’t got 
nothin’ on the ball but the cover.” 

“Yeah, he’s terrible. That third 
strike on me was two feet over my 
head.” 

“Yeah, the first time I struck out 
was because he laid one down the 
gut with the count two and none and 
any busher would know he oughta 
wasted one.” 

“How that bird wins is more than 
I can see. That no-hit game he 
pitched last week was just because 
he got all the breaks.” 

“Yeah, he’s awful. I'd a got at 
least a triple off him in the first inning 
if that dumb center-fielder hadn't 
been playing away over out of posi 
tion.” 

“Same here. That punk third-base 
man made a lucky stab on one o’ mine 
that was tagged for two bases.” 

“Yeah, you can tell he ain't got 
no confidence because he don’t give 
no bases on balls. Afraid to work 
the corners.” 

“Well he ought to be when he ain't 
got nothin’ on the ball. All he’s got 
is that fadeaway and a high fast 
one.” 

“Yeah, and that dinky curve that 
ought not to get by nobody.” 

“That’s what I say—he ain't 
a thing.” 

“Not a thing. And how that bird 
has shut us out the last three times 
is more’n I can see.” 

—STANLEY FItTzGERALD 
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“What are you doing under there?” 
“T lost my collar button.” 
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Helge- 


Warriors at 


BSE n’s 
land,” shown under the title, “The 


“The 


Vikings,” with Blanche Yurka 
starred and with Thomas Wilfred’s 
color organ, the Clavilux, illumi- 


nating the stage like a pousse-café, 
hardly served to inspirit the dying 
season. Confected by the august 
Henrik in his nonage, the drama is 
best politely forgotten by his admir- 
ers. An imitative and pretentious 
bore, of which the author himself in 
his later years confided to a_ Bier- 
bruder in the Luitpold at Munich: 
“Youth will, alas, do such things!’’, it 
gained nothing from the performance 
bequeathed to it at the New Yorker. 
Nor did its first night presentation 
gain more from a highly dressy audi- 
ence which had in considerable part 
evidently come to the theatre under 
the bland impression that the exhibit 
was an opera and which here and 
there muttered its disappointment 
when the advertised color organ con- 
fined itself to its polychromatic pur- 
pose and failed to give out any tunes. 

Put an actor in a tiger-skin and 
place a brass helmet on his head and, 
whatever his talents, he is usually 
pretty certain to turn ham instanter. 
The troupe assembled on this occasion 
lived magnificently up to tradition. 
In addition to a rare assortment of 
elocutionary monkeyshines, it went in 
for all the vast chest-heavings, fist- 
clenchings and belly-growlings deemed 
appropriate to this general species of 
drama. As for the ladies of the com- 
pany, Miss Yurka, delivering herself 
of such locutions as “So you are sur- 
prised to see me still alive yet,” 
crossed her Janecowlisms with some 
of the worst idiosyncrasies of Thomas 
Shea, while Margaret Mower, in the 
role of Dagny, often appeared in 
doubt as to whether she was playing 
Lydia Languish or doubling for some 
movie cutie. 

The color organ was at its best in 
the sea pictures. Here a remarkably 
realistic and beautiful effect was 
achieved. But in its attempt to sug- 
gest the great flickering fireplace in 
the second act it was less happy, the 
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im 
I, 
stage taking on the aspect less of a 
room bathed in a fireplace’s glow than 
of the big conflagration scene in ““The 
Still Alarm.” Mr. Wilfred’s inven- 
tion, however, might be employed to 
striking advantage in such a show as 
the ‘Follies’; its possibilities in that 
direction are endless. Where it is dis- 
tracting on the dramatic 
would be thoroughly in key with the 
revue. 











stage it 


* ~ * 


A can of trash called “Gold Braid” 
threw another handful of dirt on 
the season’s coffin. Its outstanding 
feature was a character named Julio 
Cortez who, described by the other 
characters as “a dazzling Don Juan,” 
showed up in a pair of Moe Levy 
white pants, a shirt three 
small for him and a hot red tie and 
made his exits romantically picking 
his nose and scratching his bottom. 
A wealthy Spaniard educated at Ox- 
ford, Julio employed such speech as 
“You are a cool proposition” and, due 
to the misfortunes of casting, found 
himself compelled to speak of “the 
white-and-gold beauty” of a decided 
brunette. 

This warm male piece, it appeared 
during the time my seat housed me, 
had a passionate yen for a Major’s 
wife who coyly repulsed him until he 
put a knife into the evil Abdul who 
stole up behind her one night and tried 
to sardou her. His great love at this 
juncture impressed her and, as I 
sneaked up the aisle and glanced over 
my shoulder, she was in his arms, 
with her prosaic husband spying upon 
her from behind the garden wall. I 
may be wrong about this, however, as 
my vision was somewhat obscured 
by the Messrs. Atkinson, Hammond, 
Gabriel, et al., who were desperately 
trying to edge up the aisle ahead of 
me. What happened to Julio, the 
dazzling Don Juan, and the Major’s 
wife after that, I fear you shall never 
know so far as this department goe§. 

While Julio and the Major’s wife 
were off-stage, the action of the play, 
as I made it out, seemed to centre 
upon a saucy baby named Sabena, 


sizes too 
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whose face was smeared with walnut 
juice and who appeared to be making 
passes at an assortment of gentlemen 
including the aforementioned Abdul, 
a Chinaman named Quong and a 
pickled private in the army. The ac- 
tress’ technique in the depiction of a 
woman in the act of making passes 
consisted chiefly in bringing forward 
the right hip and aiming it at the 
quarry’s umbilicus. At such times as 
Sabena was taking a rest, the plat- 
form was held by the Major and the 
Colonel who unintelligibly discussed 
various plans for subduing the more 
rascally Filipinos, the more rascally 
Filipinos meanwhile hinting at an up- 
rising by beating on pans in the wings. 


+ * * 


( pronce M. Conan’s return to the 

Fulton is about the only thing 
that has relieved the funereal tone of 
these theatrical dog-days. Unfortu- 
nately, however, I have already writ- 
ten so much in praise of the M. 
Cohan’s gifts that there’s nothing 
more left for me to say about him. 
That he is an uncommonly skilful actor, 
everyone knows, and to take money 
for repeating the fact is beneath my 
honor and dignity. ‘The Tavern,” in 
which he is making his reappearance, 
has also been lectured on by me suffi- 
ciently in the past, and to take more 
money for repeating the lecture is 
even further beneath the honor and 
dignity mentioned in the preceding 
sentence. “The Song and Dance 
Man,” in which he will show himself 
after “The Tavern,” has similarly re- 
ceived an amount of comment from me 
in other years that does not warrant 
a re-covering of old ground. To go 
over the ground again and re-tell the 


excellent performance that Cohan 
gave in it and doubtless will give 
again would also, when the time 


comes, mean the taking of money that 
I wouldn’t rightly earn. So, having 
said that much, let me conclude this 
paragraph and, having shrewdly bam- 
boozled the editor, take the money 
anyway. 

(Nathan recommends on page 29) 
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“Ain't It Beautiful, Bert? I’d Like to Stay Right Here Till the Fall.” 
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Ignored Invitations 
Te Back Lots Baseball League cor- 


dially invites you to umpire next 

Saturday’s game between the Gas 

House Gophers and the Waterfront 

Weasels, Bill Clay, regular umpire, 

is recovering from injuries received 

during last week’s game and Jed 

Smythe, substitute umpire, is still in 

the hospital as a result of his calling 

a third strike on Jim Jones of the 

' Tigers. But you need have no hesi- 

tation in accepting the invitation. <A 

special policeman will guard you from 

the moment you cry “Play ball!” until 

the last man is put out. No soda 

water will be sold during the game, so 

there is little to fear from flying pop 

bottles. Be sure to wear blue suit, 

head, chest and knee guards. Game 
starts at 2 P. M. 


—Arturur L. LipPpMANN 





St. Perer—lWhat’s all this nonsense? 
Orv-Timer—That’s the newly-arrived aviator doing some outside loops. 






. . en ee NN 

An Eight-Man Crew X ; 

I" is a perfect day. A slight breeze wafts across the pic- 
turesque scene. Laughing co-eds, cheering collegians— 





a hush falls over the onlookers—they’re about to start— 
the long awaited moment is at hand. . ) 
The participants give each other words of encourage- a 
ment—they take their places—the timer is all set—the 
starter barks—a blinding flash—a deafening roar—they’re 
off! Eight straining bodies surge forward—cight grim- 
visaged men breathe deeply—the trim craft vibrates and 
plunges ahead—what rhythm! what power !—a long crystal 
stream of water streaks in its wake—the stripped craft 
fairly skims along—suddenly, there is a cough—num- 
ber four is missing!—the smooth precision is gone—the 
men groan—there is a gasp—number 
four has cracked!—with a_ tremble ae — 


j 


éanisamar 


SaLtesmMaN—Hmmmm! How about a piccolo, 
Mr. Brackenavitch? 


the craft brakes to a faltering halt— 
a collegian jumps out and lifts the 
hood: “I told you fellows it was that 
spark plug and not the timer that 


: en ee 
wi ss e y 
Eee —Jimmy Warrovs 


Had It Bad 
A crash usually cures the average 
person from stock gambling, but it 
took an investigation to discourage 
Bishop Cannon. 





Teacner—What is meant by “shin- 
ing raiment?” 
Wittie—A blue serge suit. 


Governmental extravagance will 
continue so long as it is true that the 
Congressman who brings home the 
bacon is the one who brings home the 


pork. 





With only 13 cards in a hand it’s “Where you going this summer?” 

’ Joe | g 
simply amazing how many dumb “I’ve got ten yards to go here yet. Then I'll tell you if it’s 
plays some bridge players can make. Europe or Coney Island.” 
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Noah Beery No Work 
of the 


go-getter is 


NE of the latest 

young un-American 
to get you on the phone and say, 
“This is Mr. So-and-So of Famous 
Players-Lasky. I'd like to drop in 
and talk over a proposition.” Vision- 
ing mounting piles of royalties as a 


resorts 


dialogist; international acclaim as a 
squawking star; or a thousand a week 
as a producer, you get so excited you 
even empty out the ash trays to get 
looking right. 
So-and-So turns up, it 
seems that what he really wants to do 
is to sell you The Dolly Dimple Beer- 
making Machine! 


the place However, 


when Mr. 


‘ This Way to the Palookas! 


Ts year I have positively refused 
to visit the 
either Schmeling or Sharkey. 


training camps of 
The 
atmosphere is too Theatre Guild for 
my sunny disposition. The otherwise 
lovely face of Mama Nature is clut- 
tered with Broadway chiselers, goril- 
las, wise guys, small-time managers 
living off punch-drunk sparring part- 
ners, sob-sisters and all the Young 
Men of Manhattan who put on Brill 
Bros. knickers and shoot golf pour le 
Further, my 


Higher and Fewer forbids me to en- 


sport. desire for the 
joy the spectacle of sparring partners 
trumping the champ’s ace; the ukulele 
quartettes at evensong; the 


liniment; the trainers called 









smell of 
“Doe”: 





SAMs - 

PLAYERP- 
LASKY, i" 

CULLINGK: 


the campfire reminiscences about John 
L., Peter Jackson and Jem Mace; and 
the elephantine practical jokes which 
laugh at, 
champ thought them up. 


since the 

Of course, 

there’s always the chance a punching 

bag will revolt and knock out the 

champ, but I ask you, Is It Worth It? 
* * * 


everyone must 


Just the before 
fought Dempsey a reporter dropped 
around for an He asked 
Sharkey’s opinion of some of the old- 


time sock exchangers. 


same, Sharkey 


interview. 


As each name 
came up, the Terrible Sharkey’s re- 
plies went something like this: “‘Sulli- 
van? Just an old stew! 
Jack Johnson? I could 
lick ’im the best day he 
ever saw! Jeffries? Ha, 
ha, ha! Tunney? The 
pansy! Dempsey? A 
push-over!” Duly awed, the reporter 
decided to go. Sharkey insisted 
that he stay, saying “Have lunch 
wid me. I’m gonna have steak.” 
But the reporter went and in his 
story wrote, “I wish now that I 
had stuck around to 
see how they fed 
that steak to the 
Lith. 
Maybe they threw 
it to him through 
the transom!” 


Ferocious 


Let’s Go 
Nowhere 


ker this summer, 
some Travel Bu- 
reaucrat with Vaga- 
bond Dreams has 
thought up the idea 
of chartering a 


< FE. 6B Ro 
MAK fee 
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Cunard boat and running off a series 
of cruises to Nowhere. 
having 


For instance. 
embarked for a week-end 
cruise from New York, you will set 
sail for some point in the ocean, either 
on or off the compass. The twelve 
mile limit having slipped by, you will 
be set to work polishing brass rail 
with your feet. Then you can return 
home, having been Nowhere—or am I 
crazy? Naturally, it would be unwise 
to take Gertrude Ederle 


along; she 


surely could swim home. 


I imagine, 


















THEREP 
ALWAYS “HE 
CHANCE THAT 
A PUNCHING 
BAS WILL 

Revolt! 


too, there will be several stews who, 
having been parcel-posted by their 
companions, will wake up in the Sar- 
gasso Sea and think they are caught 
in traffic at Times Square. 
the longer trips will take you almost 
to Europe without landing. Pity the 
poor schoolmarm from Scranton, who 
has saved for years to see the Passion 
Play, and, getting on the wrong boat. 
is turned home within smelling dis 
tance of Cherbourg. 


Some of 


Hihattractions 


Ts Abbey Club, where Jean 

Mallin, one of the original Whoop 
sisters, sings his scurrilous parodies. 
. . « The haddock-coverings at the 
Cambridge Pharmacy, which is oppo- 
site this clown-sheet’s rosy bower... . 
The Jantzen bathsuit demonstratrix, 
who shows off a tidy torso in Davega’s 

(Continued on page 32) 


















Campus Notes 


(As Walter Winchell, Perish the 
Thought! Might Colyum Them) 


Bo Harris, who wrote that psychol- 
ogy exam from the cuff, has taken 
it on the chin. . The 
Arthur (English II) 
Margaret (French I) Perry has cur- 
dled and gone the whey of all flesh. 
. The Walters, who middle-aisled 
it last 
The 
mated. .... Joe Gould, stricken with 
tonsilitis, is ah-ahing it in the Provi 


romance of 
Brown and 


June, are ex-aisled now. 


Professor Turners are stale 


dence ail-house. ... The Phi Gammas 
are getting it from a new bootlegger. 
... Pierce West and Ellen Starr have 
formed a holding corporation in Eco- 
nomics II... . Doe Bentley will leave 
us to do a spinal column for a local 
rag.... Fred Butler was ejected from 
Professor Marion’s sociology class for 


snoring. Duke MHolland’s new 
Hame has plenty Fahrenheit. . .. The 


Ruth Smith-Harvey Gray huddle in 


Roman history has been broken up 
for fiddling so much while Rome 


burned. . . . Dave Carter and Char- 
lotte Wolf are still pursuing the Lib 
eral Arts. 

peeved at our 


Professor Daniels, 


recent satire, has 


warned us not to get philippic with 











“Fill up them Chinks, Kelley,” ordered the boss plasterer. 
—Rowranp Lyon, George Washington U. ’29 


him. ... Sorreh!... Art Richmond 
will do a song-and-dance for a Phfft 
Avenue bond house and will not take 
“no” for an answer... . £ And try to 


keep the other wolves with sheepskins 
from your door! 
Hyman R. Couen, 
Detroit City College ’32 


| 


| 


The pole-vaulter on his vacation. 
—Joun Rupe, DePauw ’30 
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He Got the Job 


Te thirty seventh applicant walked 
into the 

interview. 
“Well,” asked the man behind the 

mahogany desk, “are you educated?” 
“T have three college degrees, sir.” 


manager's office for an 


“Ever studied in Europe?” 

“A vear in Oxford and two at the 
University of Munich.” 

“Are you a lover of music?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Do you know the latest steps?” 

“Certainly.” 

“Tap dance?” 

Te 

“Splendid! 
ping into the next room? 


Would you mind step- 
I'd like to 
see you waltz.” 

“You'll do,” said Heavyweight Me- 
Guire’s manager, and he signed up the 
new sparring partner. 


—F. N. Beaven, Wabash ’29 


Nitt—Yes, sir, I kept a speakeasy 
going for two years. 
Witt—Then what? 
out? 
Nitt—No, I stopped drinking! 
—Cat LeEnNox, Jr., 
Wisconsin U, 733 


Did 


you sell 
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New York, N. ¥Y.—Prominent artists revel at the Artists’ Ball. Left to right: Cassius Morgan, the Reginald 
Drezxel-Doops, Cornelius Rockefeller, Princess De Munn (wearing her $3,000,000 pendant), Colonel J. DuPont 
Vanderbilt. 





Age Today 











Daughters of the Flint-age revolution Sebring, Ohio.—Architects in convention here foresee hot-dog 
warn against intertribalism as destruc- stands rivaling cinema palaces in beauty. 


tive of the sanctity of the cave. 
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HE best movie of the month is 


“The Devil's Disciple.” A young 

Mr. Goulding wrote and directed 
this smart and modern movie and 
vou should find it highly superior to 
the creaking McKinley Administra- 
tion plays and the laborious shouting 
musicals that make up most of Holly- 
wood’s productions these days. Not 
only did Director Goulding use the 
movie camera to tell rather than can 
his story, but he chose two locales 
that are seldom used by scenario 
writers. 
“The Devil's 
Disciple ie you are aware of the keen 


At every turn in 


observation and the logical charac- 
terization of the young director. You 
have a hard-boiled manicurist who is 
admired and employed by the big- 
time salesmen who stop at her hotel 
to help them with tough customers. 
You have a healthy youngster fresh 
from a wheat ranch who falls in love 
with the modern business woman. But 
above all the camera catches the high- 
light of each 
flashes, explains his or her objective 


personality in quick 


in a sharp scene rather than by long 
and stupid dialogue. Nancy Carroll, 
Holmes Phillips and the rest of the 
company are perfectly cast. The ac- 
tion is geared high and while there are 
movie moments the story moves to a 
logical happy ending. 


md he Sono or THe Fiame” is one 

of those frozen operettas in which 
six or seven thousand people, all but 
obscured by a smear of color, stand 
around and sing until the hero and 
heroine fall into a last embrace. A 
Miss Bernice Claire has a good voice, 
but even with a lusty chorus behind it 
that voice can’t do enough tricks to 
keep you awake for two hours. 
There probably was some story in 
“The Song of the Flame,” but some- 
where in transit it got lost and there 
is nothing left but the theme song, 
which you will find on sale in the 
lobby. 


“Sects Sea Rose” is one of those 
fortunate movie accidents. It’s 
probably playing at some small thea- 
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By 
PARE LORENTZ 


tre, but if you have a chance by all 
The story and most of 
the action is cock-eyed, therefore very 
entertaining. It started off in the 
South Seas in all seriousness and for 


means see it. 


a few minutes it really purports to be 
one of those torrid romances, but by 
the time Tom Patricola ambles on the 
set with a ukelele and some woman 
gives a speech on the habits of the 
South Sea Islanders it turns into riot- 
ous burlesque. The only explanation 
of the idiotic antics that take place in 
“South Sea Rose” is that a director 
found Lenore Ulric, Charles Bick- 
ford, Patricola and half a dozen other 
stars drawing a salary and doing 
nothing and decided one afternoon to 
make a movie. As nobody seemed to 
care what went on, the cast just did 
as it pleased, with the result that 
Miss Ulric got pretty bawdy and Tom 
Patricola acted like the Four Marx 
Brothers on a holiday. It is a very 
interesting performance. 


story plot; in fact, it was based 
on an QO. Henry story, but it sits and 


Texan” has a_ good _ short 


( 
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Recommended 

“All Quiet on the Western Front” 
A gruesome massive panorama of war 
that capitalizes rather than dramatizes 
the vower of the 

“Blackmail’’—A s n with 
sor excellent camera fects and a 
change of faces that is relieving 

“Free and Easy’’-A talking, singing 
and a sadder Buster Keats in a is- 
ual music show 

“He Knew Women”—A smart comedy 
taken from the stage with very little 
damage transit 

“Journey’s End”—The best war movie 
ever shown in this country vit} a 
superb performance yy Colin Clive 


“South Sea Rose’’—A cock-eyed and 
loose-jointed farce with Lenore Ulric 
and a star ast 


“The Devil's Disciple’—Nancy Car- 
roll in a smart hard-boiled modern 
story exceptionally well directed. 


“The Man From Blankley’s’”—John 
Barrymore in his first good movie in 


a dex ade 


“Young Man of Manhattan”—A pro- 
fessional, alert, and entertaining job 
from start to finish 
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talks for so much of the time it be 


comes a dull movie. <A lady by the 
name of Emma Dunn gives a superb 
performance and the sets and photog- 
Gary 
Cooper again stands around with his 
hands in his pockets and looks very, 
very grim; by now he has become an 
adept at this peculiar method of act- 
ing. With good horsemen and excel 
lent countryside at hand, the director 
chose to have his movie take place in 


raphy are carefully handled. 


side, and as you know hours ahead 
of time just what is going to happen, 
there is no use in spending time with 
“The Texan.” 


“Hise Society Buives” is one of 


those Gaynor-Farrell — things. 


Miss Gaynor is a graceful young 
woman and in the silent days she did 


work. Mr. Farrell 


wears his hair well and seems sufh 


some excellent 


ciently pleased to pursue Miss Gaynor 
in a respectable manner through one 
movie after another, but neither of 
them can sing, and the music in “High 
Society Blues’ isn’t 
even if they could, so I can’t explain 
why the thing was produced in the 
first place. 


Kye since the producers discovered 
that the amiable Frenchman, M. 
Chevalier, has a charming personality 
they have been content to put him be 
fore a camera and let him be charm 
ing. He can’t sing, but he works hard 
at his songs; he has never been given 


worth singing 


even the ghost of a real story to work 
with, but he projects his charm, and 
if you are just wild about his smile 
you probably will like his latest pro- 
duction, “The Big Pond.” What story 
there is deals with a Babbitt heiress 
who imports a Frenchman because of 
his romantic ways only to have him 
go super-American on her. The story 
and dialogue is heavy and obvious, 
and all the charm in the world 
couldn’t have made it otherwise. 


“antes Love Brvures” is another 
Bancroft he-man special. This 
time father love is mixed with gang 


(Continued on page 27) 
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“What's the idea of the revolving door on our little tent?” 
“Well, if we have as many of your friends and relatives down here 


yo? 


CEE tet ee a 


‘ten as last year, we'll need it: 
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it dies St 














“Poor Smith is gone. He was taken for a ride last night!” 
“Gang feud?” “Nope! His wife was driving!” 


i) 
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SUDGING“ BOOKS 


‘"T’ nese flossy crimes make me sick,” 
says Sergeant Heath on the scene 
of Philo Vance’s latest pink spasm, 
“The Scarab Murder Case’’—and 
thereby speaks a mouthful. For this 
would be the weakest of the usually 
elegant and exhibitionistic Mr. S. S. 
Van Dine’s murder fairy stories, and 
we say it with the sneaking suspicion 
we are letting an old favorite down 
with a horrible clunk. First, it took 
no ingenuity to solve the crime—my 
little stepdaughter could do it in the 
dark with her eyes closed. Second, it 
dragged like a Second Avenue street- 
car and ran together into a kind of 
sluggish pool of characters, actions 
and motives. Third, such characters 
as lazed about had none of the life- 
like quality Mr. Van Dine ordinarily 
creeps into them, such as, frinst, the 
genuineness of the evil psychiatrist in 
“The Canary Case.” Fourth, when 
Mr. Van Dine tried to cry “Boo,” 
what with pools of blood, the “subtle” 
Egyptian Hani, the necrophilic at- 
mosphere of the Gramercy Park 
mummy cases, a “mystico-coinciden- 
tal” death at the finish and other 
flossy trappings, we, like our old pal 
Tolstoi, weren’t afraid. Fifth, Philo 
sounded very tired in his snoopings, 
his sight translations of hieroglyphics 
and his glib makin’ wahoo with Egyp- 
tology reading like a memorized les- 
son. We'll give Philo a chance to pick 
up some new blood before his next, 
“The Autumn Murder Case,” and if he 
doesn’t decide on what sex he’s going, 
we'll have to retire him to some nice, 
quiet pansy bed, let him go to seed 
and then see that a heavy frost de- 
scends on his awfly, awfly activities. 


Although Mr. Hazard’s “Hacking 
New York” is set down in that par- 
ticular unimaginative style peculiar to 
ship logs, there are some rather inter- 
esting spots here and there, unclut- 
tered by latitudinal and longitudinal 
data. If you care about knowing the 
whys and wherefores of hacking from 
its earliest Gotham days, hop to it. 
The grisly details of the awful com- 
petition among the big operators 
readily enough suggest an answer to 
that moot question of why cabbies sel- 
dom have change for a fin. 


It would be hardly unfair to put 
Danny Ahearn on the literary spot for 
his modest little autobiographical me- 
anderings from one crime to another 
in ‘How to Commit a Murder.” It’s 
a dandy beginner’s handbook which, 
if studied faithfully, will enable the 
young idea to pay his way through 
the college of crime. So it seems to 
be up to Mr. Ahearn to trundle out 
some of those big shots who have 











helped him in the past to help him 
beat the rap due him for this literary 


ind heinous crime. It’s pretty bad. 


The faney blurb on the inside 
jacket of Madcap Maxie Bodenheim’s 
“A Virtuous 
Girl,” starts off something like this: 
Here is the story of Emmy Lou, 
wistful. pink-and-white 
Emmy Lou, born to respectability, 
seventeen years old in the corseted 
Chicago of 1900; born to love. too, 
inder the spell of summer and the 


newest sex determiner, 


haunting, 


dark, and a boy whom her parents 
wouldn’t receive.” Well, we took one 
little crack at Emmy and it’s evident 
Maxie’s been playing post office again! 


“Mata Hari’ is another addition to 
that intensely absorbing series of 
documents pertaining to the incredib ly 
fantastic origin and career of the ace 


Major 


Thomas Coulson’s dispassionate and 


courtesan-spy of our century. 


military command of his material in 
no whit dims the shining glamour of 
this twice-told tale. 


“Ex-Wife” “Ex-Hus- 
band” wasn't sliced any thinner; “Ex- 
Mistress” didn’t fool us with the 
bologny-skin removed; but now the 
newest of the Ex-series, “Ex-Baby,” 
v “One Who Has Been Thru It All,” 


s just plain liverwurst. 


was bologny 4 


And, as we gently pull the curtains 
on reviews of any further cries, and 
kids on cries, from the confessional, 
may we remark that “Ex-Book,” by 
Bill Hanemann, just about puts the 
bee on the whole ham-and-ex racket. 
It was distributed buckshee to the 
trade and is a disarming snoot at the 
ways of publishers, tabloid tripe digni- 
tied by book covers, distorters thereof 
and a cup of hooey. 


In the wake of “The Specialist,” a 
writing on the wall, there drifts a 
turgid stream of functional chap- 
hooks. Among them are “Tog’s Life,” 
‘Squawk Bridge” and a ghastly imi- 
tation of Chic Sale. We confess to be 
ing unable to laugh at these foul balls. 
They remind us of the grimy pieces 
of yellow foolscap our boyhood pals 
pulled from their pockets and offered 
us for surreptitious consumption. 
Worst of all, they are unfunny. It 
would seem that whereas ‘“‘White 
Wing” Sumner chooses to meddle with 
the freedom of expression of recog- 
nized authors he neglects to wield his 
big broom on this unpleasantness un- 
derfoot. 

Tep SHANE 
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Mr. Len s he n ” t an 
Those wh ow artment of Judae x under 
Lenz is undoubte ” remarkabl 1 pla 
Mr. Lenz will welcom spondence m Jud 
related to Auction ay ’ pr d espor 


Puarixe a Bridge deal with all four 

hands exposed is hardly the same 
as what takes place in actual play. 
With only the bidding to guide the 
Declarant as to distribution of the op 
posing cards, it requires keen snap 
judgment as well as perspicacity to 
obtain the maximum points on a deal 
that is a bit of a puzzler even at 
double-dummy. In last week’s Jupcr 
I described a deal played in the dupli- 
cate tournament at the Cavendish 
Club in New York. where nothing but 
Contract has been played for over 
two vears. Mrs. Irene Haultain, play- 
ing with Sir Derek Wernher, bid for 
the game and succeeded in making it 
on the following hand: 














@QJ1053 @h62 
QVAQOM54 VY8632 
OAT4 010 
4 07543 
The Bidding 
SOUTH WEST NORTH EAST 
2 Diamonds | 2 Spades | Pass : Pass | 
| 3 Clubs 3 Hearts | Diamonds! Pass | 
5 Diz amonds Double | Pass Pass | 
= 7 | 


Mrs. Haultain held the South hand 
and, with a strong two-suiter, started 
a Demand-bid. It might seem that 
North was remiss in not doubling the 
three Heart bid. but it would have 
been bad strategy to drive the enemy 
back to Spades, against which North 
had no defense. The opening lead was 
the Queen of Spades and at most 
tables the contract was held to ten 
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1 International dge and | itist mfionshif 
tand why & C. Whitehead has said Sidne 
the world has ever known 

reade ind will give advice and answer question 


nd stamped addressed envelopes for repls 


tricks. because East was quick to set 
from South’s Club bid that West was 
doubtless void of that suit. When the 
Spades were led the second time East 
overtook with the King and a Club 
lead permitted the partner to use a 
little trump where it did the most 
good. This danger was foreseen by 
Mrs. Haultain and the Queen of 
Spades was permitted to hold the first 
trick. When the second Spade lead was 
won, the King of Diamonds was led 
and taken by the Ace and the third 
Spade was trumped. Now the Queen 
and a low Diamond put the dummy in 
Jack of Clubs and the 
doubled contract was made. The stu- 
dent will note that at the third trick 
West could have defeated the contract 
by following South’s example at the 
first trick. Refusing to put up the 
Ace of Diamonds would have pre- 
vented dummy from obtaining the 
lead, unless a low Diamond was led 
after the King. In such event the 
Jack of Clubs would have been ruffed 
with the Ace of trumps and East’s 
Queen of Clubs could not have been 
shut out. 

In a challenge match for the Knick- 
erbocker Trophy, emblematic of the 
Eastern Bridge Championship, Reith, 
Sims, Liggett and I succeeded in re- 
taining the cup. An outstanding hand 
that needed exceptional play, both on 
offense and defense: 


to finesse the 


aJ85 
9Q52 
0Q1043 
985 
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OAK972 |2 865 
&kK2 T @J10764 

\ 

®AK10972 

YAJ10 

OJ 

AQ3 


South had the opening bid. The 
bidding and play of both teams will 
be given next week. 
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Opportunity Taps 
“Bu I got a great idea for a 
song.” 

“Don’t talk to me about songs. You 
know that ‘Whistling in the Wind’ 
number we wrote? Well, Edelstein 
tells me it’s folded up like a tent. 
And sales are way off on ‘Do Do 
Diddley Dum Doop.’ Take it from 
me, when that hot stuff won't click, 
nothing will.”’ 

“But this is different—— 

“That's what you said about ‘Love 
Nest by a Waterfall.’ And look what 
happened to it!” 


»” 


“But this time I’ve got a real hunch. 
Ever hear the ‘Stein Song’ ?” 

“You mean that thing Rudy Vallée’s 
been singing?” 

“Well, it’s popular, aint it? Ain’t 
the public eating it up? They got it 
in records and sheets and on _ the 
radio.” 

“It’s popular, all right. What of 
it?” 

“Bill, you'll never be a Man of 
Vision. Lissen. Here’s the whole 
country going nutty over a college 
song. Why shouldn't we write a col- 
lege song just like it and clean up big 
before the other Broadway boys get 
hep to themselves?” 

“Say, that’s an idea. But you got 
to have a tie-up with some college. 
You ain’t a college guy, are you?” 

“No. But I been trying to sign up 
a college. I wrote to Harvard, Notre 





— 
Can’t fool these modern crows 





Killing the fatted calf. 


“Great heavens! Is she going to sing?” 
“I’m afraid so—I spilt some salt at dinner!” 
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with a scare-crow that don’t move.” 


Dame, Columbia, Yale, Vassar and 
Stanford. But none of them guys 
wanted theme songs. But I fin’ly 
land the Peoria Barber College.” 

“A barber college?” 

“Why not? A college is a college. 
We'll call the song, ‘Drink to Dear 
Old Barber College,’ and it’s just as 
good as a regular university, see?” 

“Yeah.” 

“T’m going to work over the tune of 
this ‘Stein Song.’ I'll stick in some 
Schubert and Berlin so’s it'll sound 
different. It’s up to you to figure 
out some good, snappy punch-lines. 
Maybe you can get some ideas from 
this ‘Stein Song.’ Look over this 
copy.” 

“Um ... What’s this? ... ‘To the 
gods, to the fates, to the rulers of 
men and their destinies’ . . . Well, 
I’m a so-and-so! Is that a punch- 
line? I ask you!” 

“They sing it, don’t they? You 
can't argue with the public. I tell 
you, they’re ripe for this high-toned 
stuff.” 


“Maybe I can think of something 
good to fit in there .. . To the cops, 
to the wops... 


pal.” 


To my gal, dear old 


“That's it, only make her a college 
gal.” 

“Now, about the beginning . . . les 
see... Fill the mugs to dear old 
Barber . . . Then there ought to be 
something about dear old Barber al- 
ways winning by a close shave.” 

“No, no, no! You got the wrong 
angle. You can’t make it a gag song. 
It’s got to be serious. Fill it up with 
lots of sentiment and do-and-die stuff. 
The good old hokum, see? Only edu- 
cational this time.” 

“Boy, it sounds like a clean-up! 
When do we start?” 


—H. A. WoopMANsEE 
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Judging the Movies 
(Continued from page 23) 


war and the combination is none too 
palatable. The 


struction king, 


story concerns a con- 

a self-made East Side 
Italian, who falls in love with a Park 
Avenue divoreée. Mary Astor is by 
far the most beautiful actress on the 
coast and she doesn’t hurt the story, 
but the dialogue and moral is pointed 
for that portion of the movie audience 
that likes to think there is something 
really “he” man who eats 
with his knife and spits on the floor. 
Frederick March ably portrays the 
role of the cultured weakling who is 
forced to bow down before the East 
Side diamond in the rough, and Ban- 
croft sticks out his chest with 
vincing élan, but the whole thing is 
crude and stupid and deliberately told 
in words of one syllable. 


about a 


con- 


Pleasure Before Business 


A lawyer made his way to some 
scaffolding where a gang was working 
and called for Michael O'Neill. 

“Who's 
voice from above. 

“Mr. O'Neill,” the lawyer shouted, 
“did you come from Drogheda ?”’ 

“T did.” 

“And was your mother named Kath 
leen and your father Michael?” 

“They wor.” 


wanting me?” inquired a 


“It is my duty, then, to inform you 
that your Aunt Mary, who married 
the millionaire, Richly, has died in 
New York, leaving you a fortune.” 

There was a short silence and then 
a commotion up above. 

“Are you coming, Mr. O'Neill?’ the 
lawyer called. 
was the answer. 
“I’m just stopping to wallop the fore- 
man.” PrEARSON’s WEEKLY 


“In wan minute,” 





Notice 
If you know of any such freak 
laws as appear on pages 12 and 
13 of this 
Jupce and you will receive $5 


issue, send them to | 





for any that we are able to use. 
The contributors of the laws 
appearing in this issue and to 
| whom we have paid $5 each are: 
Birge M. Clark, Palo Alto, Calif. 
| E. H. Katenkamp, Montecito, 
| Santa Barbara, Calif. 
Eddie Irving, Bronx, N. Y. C. 
John H. Boyles, Dayton, O. 
Edward B. Brabets, Hutchin- 
son, Kans. 
Kenneth W. 
City, Mo. 
Gerald King, Sparta, Tenn. 


Snyder, Kansas 





Adele Proxmire, Lake Forest, 
Ill. 

Gregory R. Hagan, St. Paul, 
Minn. 
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THE INCREASING USE OF THE TELEPHONE REQUIRES THE EXPENDITURE OF HUNDREDS OF MILLIONS | 


SIONS AND IMPROVEMENTS 











It keeps faith with your needs 


An Advertisement of the American Telephone and Telegraph Company 


You have found a constantly growing 
use for the telephone. You have 
learned its value in business. You 
have found it helpful in keeping con- 
tact with family and friends. Its in- 
creasing use has given the telephone 
its humanly important place in mod- 
ern life and requires the expenditure 
of hundreds of millions annually for 


| extensions and improvements. 


In 1929 the Bell Svstem’s additions, 
betterments and replacements, with 
new manufacturing facilities, meant 
an expenditure of 633 million dollars. 
During 1930 this total will be more 
than 700 millions. 

Definite improvements in your ser- 
vice result from a program of this size 
and kind. They start with the average 
time required to put in your 
telephone—which in five years 
has been cut nearly in half. 
They range through the other 


& 


branches of your service, even to calls 
for distant points—so that all but a 
very few of them are now completed 
while you remain at the telephone. 

In order to give the most effective, 
as well as the most economical service, 
the operation of the Bell System is 
carried on by 24 Associated Com- 
panies, each attuned to the part of 
the country it serves. 

The Bell Laboratories are con- 

stantly engaged in telephone re- 
search. The Western Electric Com- 
pany is manufacturing the precision 
equipment needed by the System. 
The staff of the American Telephone 
and Telegraph Company is develop- 
ing better methods for the use of the 
operating companies. 
It is the aim of the Bell 
System continually to furnish 
a better telephone service for 
the nation. 








The Magical Coupon 


Do you yearn for boundless wealth? 
Simply clip the coupon! 
For a speedy route to health— 
Simply clip the coupon! 

Would you Samson's strength were thine? 
Would you scintillate and shine? 
Right upon the dotted line— 

Simply clip the coupon! 


Earn ten thousand bucks a year— 
Simply clip the coupon! 
Banish doubt and foolish fear— 
Simply clip the coupon! 

Would you join the Favored Few? 
Would you make your dreams come true? 
Anything is yours if you 
Simply clip the coupon! 
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GOLF CLUBS 
ARE MADE... . 


.-. youll be too old to care 
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FULL LINE OF 
WODDS AND IRONS 
ASK YOUR PRO - HE SELLS THEM 
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1911: May 13 and 20 


| 
1909: December 4 | 
1920: January 17 

' 


If you know here these n be I 


j 
ed, 


JUDGE PUBLISHING CO., Ine. 
IS East 48th Street, New York City 


* ud 


SY. Ie Se A 



























NEW 
OLE FAN HOUSE 


CLEMENT E. KENNEDY v PRESIDENT 
SWAMPSCOTT vu MASSACHUSETTS 
| The North Shore's 


| most famous Summer 




















-~v | resort, offering the 
dt ultimate in service — 
and cuisine .. . SS 
? every recreational 
feature. Booklet. _ 
«7 ) Affiliated with 
q Vimoy Park Hotel 
24 t St. Petersburg, Fla. 7 
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A CATFISH OVER ONE HUNDRED AND 


SixTy FOUR. YEARS OLD WAS CAUGHT 











BY €LI JIMSON IN THE POTOMAC RIVER, || 
hE FISH HAD GEORGE WASHINGTONS || 
NAME CARVED ON HIS BACK WITH 
“THE DATE —\'769 | 
: _J) 
Ane iS 
CHINESE PRONOUNCED 
WORD IF on po 
GS y e JAPANESE MEANS 
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HANDED CLOCK Of 
CUTTENBERG HAS NOT BEEN 
WOUND FOR OVER $00 YEARS 
AND HAS NEVEL STOPPED RI NNING,. 

IT 1S U20 YEARS FAST 
TODAY IT 1S -TELLING THE ime 
CE DY IN 2350 ALD. 


Nichouas Fara FELL FROM 
THE TOP OF A FIFTY StoRYy 
BUILDING IN LONDON, ENGIN 

M412 HE LANDED UNHURT IN 
STOCKTON , ILLINOIS YESTERDAY © 
AT 3 BM. 























“I don’t like to accuse anyone, but somebody has taken my ant sandwich.” | 





OR 




















SERVING DETROIT’S 
NEW BUSINESS CENTER| 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 





Four years ago the owners of 
Hotel Seward made their modest bid for pat- 
ronage by announcing that they were ready 
to serve the needs of Uptown Detroit.” 


Today the General Motors and Fisher Buildings 
climb to the sky in magnificent testimony of 
motor’s triumph . . . and up the street five short 
blocks Hotel Seward continues to accommo- 
date the increasing requirements of this grow- 
ing business center with the same high degree 
of efficiency that has made it an undisputed 
leader in the realms of good rooms . . . food 
and service. 


"Built before its time’ some of them said. “A 
foolish dream” volunteered others .. . but tc 

day hundreds of transient visitors stop at Hote! 
Seward regularly and wisely for no other hotel 
in all Detroit is so conveniently located to the 





principal automobile and manufacturing plants. 
nits... all equipped with tub and shower | 
. two or more windows and outside exposure. | 


. 
Rooms as low as $2.50 per day; suites 
$6.50 and upwards 


Seward 


E. SNYDER, Manager 
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Nathan Recommends 


“Strictly erence pal (Avon)—Amour it 
an esoteri OOZE ‘ , drolly handled 

“June Moon” (Br rst)—The local song 
writers slapped joco across the pants by 
the MM. Lardner a Kaufman, 

“Uncle Vanya” (Cort Brilliant Jed Har 
pro ¢ ok Otek .. meds 

“Sons o’ Guns” (I: y\—T perky Mlle 
Damita 1 the M r ( t, i 

n evenl ‘ 1} 

“The Last Mile” (| t A glimy into 
the priso l t 1 lrama 

“Simple Simon” / eld he Ziegfeld 
trademark plus Ed W 

“Pifty Million Frenchmen” (Ly: \ 

“The Green Pastures” (Mar ] Bil il 

med y a br 

“Strike Up the Band” (Ti: Square)—TI 

b and Bobby ( 


7 ‘lying High” (A; »—Som« 
Nathan Recommends — with Res- 
ervations 

“Lost Sheep” (Selw Bordello far 
“Street Scene” (An lor Elmer Rice's 


play is st what it is, it the compar 
t 


“It's a Wise Child” 


Bela )—Fair 


gags about a itie t et ally 
“Topaze” (Music Box me 
taining; parts of it ar 
“Bird in Hand” 9t Street)—Drinkwater 
1 does } har t ¢ comt 
a 
“The First Mrs. Fraser” (Playhous Ervit 


Notes on Other Exhibits 


“The Old Rascal” (Bijou MW im Hodge 
attacks t box-office t some cheap dirt 
“Michael and Mary” (Hopkins)—T vect 
for t rd-boiled art n 
“International Revue” Majestic)—Despite 
+ } 


any ing t t ives 4 
ad 


“Death Takes a Heliday” (Barrymore)—lIt 
i pity the adaptor d t an kilf 


“The Vikings” (N Yorker)—A 


g troupe ta t of Ibsen juvenilia 


“Gold Braid” (Ma 








The Tumbling Four change the 


grease in their transmission. 


on 





ANY BLADE 


EVERY BLADE 


| guarantee you 
2 more good shaves 


THOUSANDS of men didn’t believe me. 
They asked for a free trial tube to 
check me up. But they made the test, 
and they believe me now! 

Of course, 2 more shaves per blade 
aren’t so important in themselves. But 
they’re proof of Mennen superiority. 
Mennen soaks all the toughness out of 
whiskers, leaves less work for the razor. 
Result: no yanking, scraping or irrita- 
| 





tion. And longer blade life and less 
wear and tear on the skin. That’s why 
I can make my sweeping guarantee. 
Mennen lather relaxes taut skin, too, 
| penetrates the pores, floats out oil and 
| dirt, preventing pimples, blackheads 
| and muddy-looking skin. Mennen 
| lather is antiseptic. Leaves the skin 
healthy, good-to-look-at. 


2 Kinds: Bigger Tubes 


We make two kinds of Mennen Shav- 
ing Cream (1) Menthol-iced for skin 
that likes arctic coolness in lather... 
(2) Mennen Without Menthol, smooth, 
bland, without the icy feature. Great 
shaves, both! Bigger tubes, too...Get 
a tube today, and test my money-back 
guarantee. Orshoot ° 

in the coupon. (tee 


Mennen Salesman 





To complete the skin treatment, apply Mennen 
| Skin Balm, after you shave. Protects against dirt, 
dust and weather. Non-greasy. Skin absorbs it. 
Styptic, healing and bracing as a cool sea breeze. 


MENNEN 


SHAVING CREAMS 


WITHOUT MENTHOL MENTHOL-ICED 


| THE MENNEN CO., Dept J-5, NEWARK,N.J. 
| Jim Henry: | haven't made the test yet, Jim. Send me 
free trial tube. 
| 


| Neme 





Address City 


| ] Send me Mennen Menthol-Iced 
| ) Send me Mennen Without Menthol 
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YOU'LL NEVER SAY, 
“SHE NEEDS CAULKING” 


Every craft can't stand an outboard mo- 


tor. But this “Old Town” can! She's an 
outboard boat by build. The stern is 
made so it won't sag or “give” under 


the motor’s weight. Ribs and keel are 
extra-rigid. The heavy, non-leak canvas 
covering never needs caulking. No 
seams to open up! “Old Towns” are 
built for long life with few repairs, 
Swift, light and easy to handle. 

Free catalog shows all craft. Paddling, 
sailing and square-stern canoes. Out- 
board motor-boats, including big, fast, 
seaworthy, all-wood family boats; row- 
boats; dinghies; and speedy step-planes. 


Write today. Old Town Canoe Co., 

1117 Fourth Street, Old Town, Maine. 

“< > 
Old Town Boats 
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Use Abbott’s Bitters to flavor beverages. 


c W. 


Sample 
Abbott, Balti- 


by mail 25c for 50c value. 


more, Maryland. 








SONG WRITERS! 


Substantial Advance Royalties 
are paid on work found acceptable for pub- 
lication. Anyone wishing to write either 
the words or music for songs may submit 
work for free examination and advice. 
mee unnecessary. New demand 
atte “Talking Pictures’’. fully de- 
scribed our free k. Write for it 
Today— Newcomer Associates ¢ 
734 Earle Building, New York, N. Y. 











“The F aellicine § 


of a Nation” 


THE logical meeting place of 
those who appreciate the 
superlative in foods . . . ele- 
gance in accommodations. 
THE Drake Travel Bureau 
helps relieve you of travel 
detail. Rates begin at $5 per 
day. Permanent Suites at 
Special Discounts. 


THE 


DRAKE 


HOTEL, CHICAGO 


Under Blackstone Management 




















Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 159 
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Submitted by J. J. Donati, So, San Francisco, Calif. Judge pays $10 for each puzzle printed. 
: - a stenographer does le she y ns for the boss 
Horizontal 11, = a stenograpt j while she yearn r the t 
1. If Senators didn’t do this they'd probably never have - Lh ayo ’s af f 
anything to say. . ke Dusy executive s afternoon conference 
7. What a dead-beat is always looking for 21. \ self-starter. 
12. The fountain of youth. og The place Adam hung hie collar. 
13. Boarding house symbol. = Lay your troubles here. 


15. That janitor complexion 

16. This is always on the up and up. 

17. The original Aimee. 

18. To gather in. 

19. What coon-shouters shout for 

21. What husbands do with their wat 

22. Living and breeding. 

24. The head that rocks the boat 

26. The day of days. 

29. A kind of looking glass. 

31. To park. 

33. The words a woman never says. 

34. Prominent club men. 

35. Motion picture passion. 

36. Spanish import which evades the customs, altho they 
have been known to catch it. 

37. This is short and deadly. 

39. This takes a lot of socks in a lifetime 

40. If we didn’t do this we'd all be threadbare 

2. Some men will even do this for gold. 

45. If business men do this they'll never have to | 
ferer cea, 

47. This is a future shadow builder. 

530. Where mice breed in Scotland. 

53. The “say when” line. 

54. Boys will be boys if they are this. 

56. No fish in this ea. 

57. They hold this in fast company 

58. One of these a day will keep the blues away—if you 
have the gin. 

59. The turn motorists should avoid. 

60. This fellow is forever introducing something. 

61. How you can always find the hired man. 


Vertical 
Rug preservers. 


Try this on a lion and you'll hear from him. 
No beer and no work. 

Soft soaps. 

The wife of Zeus beheaded. 

The man spinsters want. 

This is when a woman admits she is wrong. 
The car that came back. 

Put this in your pipe and choke on it. 


ches after payday 


ave con- 


Slee er eee 


30 








28. The kindest cut of all. 
30. Here's looking at you. 
31. This is forever in the soup. 


32. A splendid opening for a young college man. 
33. The kind of shadow that follows Al Capone. 


38. A soprano in full blast 
40. Ahoy polloi! 


41. This is all quiet on the western front. 


2. The reverse of married. 


27. What a man brings his wife at four a. m. 


43. As this goes so does the party. 


44. Sport model jackass. 


46. An Irishman’s part in a fight. 


48. Steep, rugged rock. 


49. Faithful warworkers on the western front. 
51. How to keep your neck clean in Boston. 


52. What atheists will die for 
54. Don't let anyone put this on 


55. When he puts on a collar he’s all dressed up. 


Solution of Last Week’s Puzzle 
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Very Truly Yours 


Continued from page 6) 


Dear Cousin Leonard, 

I want to thank you very much for 
the fine Christmas gift. It is splendid 
to be remembered by one’s relatives, 
for it is an expression of kindly re 
gard which, I assure you, is mutual. 

Sincerely yours, 


Dora Burpee. 


Dora, 


Your acid note reached me whilst I 
was recovering from an attack of La 
Grippe. Now I am back where I 
started, if not further. 

The only reason I sent you that 
book, which I bought in a drug-store 
for ninety-eight cents, was because 
the old lady has been gnawing on me 
for the past six weeks. “Keep in right 
with Cousin Dora,” she keeps saying. 
“Who knows? Maybe the old buz- 
zard' ll pass away and leave you a 
dime.”” I doubt it, though; you've got 
a constitution like a horse and the 
heart of a wolf. J should lie here, 
aching with La Grippe, and you 
waltzing around with three million | 
smackers and a build like a wrestler. 
Well, that’s life, and the laugh will 
be on the other foot some day, you 





weasel, you. I hope you live to be 

hundred and fifty and they have to 

feed you oatmeal gruel with a spoon. 
Yours, 


Leonard Shrike. 





“So long, Bruin, ol’ top. 
I never saw the bear yet 


KEEPS 
TEETH 
WHITE 


A flashing smile is worth 
more than a good-sized bank 


account. It wins friends! 


Flash in your smile de- 
pends on the whiteness of 


your teeth. 


So take care of them. Chew 
delicious Dentyne, the gum 
that keeps teeth clean and 
white as snow. No 


chewing gum is made. 
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.and smile! 











that could catch me.” 


JUDGE’S 
Cross-Word Puzzle Book 


ntains more than 6,000 humorously clever definitions that would make 
Noah Webster turn over in his grave. Edited by the staff of JupGe, the 
originators of humorous cross-word puzzles, it contains 50 of the best 


cross-word puzzles that have ever appeared in JUDGE. 
And when your self-control forsakes you and you just can’t stand the 


suspense any longer—you can turn to the back of the book, break the 
seal and compare your answers with the correct ones. 


The attractive cover was de- | 

signed by Ruth Eastman | pee pga CO., Ine. 

Rodgers. There are humorous | os ‘Wet. N. “ 

titles and clever captions on | pear si: 

every page. | ; re ne me re , sport f Judge 
1 T enciose $ - , ' 

Order Your Copy Now! | 

You'll never have so much ! **™ 

fun or get so many laughs any- | Add 

where for $1.50. 
| cj sta 
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The First Slogan 


History Professor—And when Lord 
Chesterfield saw that death was near 
he called his friends around him, and 
just before he breathed his last he 
uttered those immortal words. Who 
can tell me what those words were? 

Class (in unison)—*‘They satisfy.” 
—Fo’c’stLe BANTER 


Archeologists are in doubt about 
the .use of a strangely shaped jar 
which was found recently in a tomb 
at Luxor. 

It was probably a bridge prize. 

—Dvsiin Opinion 


Pedestrians must now obey the red- 
and-green traffic lights, and what El- 
mer Twitchell wants to know is 
whether he can be arrested for stand- 
ing too long near a hydrant? 

N. Y. Sux 


Final Exams 


People go about Venice in Gorgon- 
zolas. 

A polygon is a man who has many 
wives, 

A brunette is a young bear. 

Ambiguity means having two wives 
living at the same time. 

A figure of speech is a way of talk- 
ing or writing by which you say what 
vou don’t mean and yet mean what 
you say. 

A circle is a line which meets its 
other end without ending. 

The Normans introduced the Fru- 
gal System. 

—N. Y. Evenine Post 


The motorist who always tried to beat the train to the crossing goes in 





for boating. 


Tue Tarkie Propucer—Ewvcel- 


lent! Excellent! 


heard Miss 


I have never 
La Hotte’s voice repro- 


duce so well! 
Tue Direcror—Good Lord! 


That isn’t 
the parrot ! 


” 
—~a»> 


= 





Miss La Hotte—that’s 


“Hey, you! Where’s that ginger ale I ordered?” 


32 


Gets Garbage Contract 


One of the first results of Will Hays’ 
campaign to clean up the movies. 


Edwin Carewe, Hollywood movie 
director and capitalist, was awarded 
a contract for exclusive rights to buy 
all wet garbage collected in Dallas by 
the city. Carewe agreed to start work 
within ninety days. 

—Los ANGELES EXAMINER 


Having silenced firearms, Mr. 
Maxim announces that he will next 
endeavor to eliminate noise in indus- 
try. And when he finishes that, he 
might tackle polities. 

—San Dieco Union 


Another thing about night baseball. 
which they are now playing in the 
West, is that night is a swell time for 
what the umpires usually get away 
with. —N. Y. Evenine Post 


“Many budding poets are to be 
found in our prisons,’ declares a 
chaplain. Most of them, however, are 


still at large. —Hvemorist 


High Hat 
(Continued from page 20) 


window at the Crossroads of the 
World and succeeds in_ stopping 
trafic. . . . The Hamley Kit, a most 
useful doodad to carry your terlet hot- 
ticles. . . . Clayton, Jackson and the 
Man with Nobody’s Nose, who sing 
“Happy Days Are Here Again, but 
We Haven't a Pot to Cook In.” ... 
Claudette Colbert in “The Big Pond.” 
(May I introduce you leghorners to 
her lovely eves?) .. . John Gilbert's 
high notes in “Redemption.” .. . 
Graham MacNamee’s finish to his 
broadcast of the Kaintucky Darby, 
sirrr:—‘I’d better shut up before I 
get all wet!” 


—JupGe, Jr. 





“Epw ARD LANGER PRINTING CO., INC., JaMaiCa, WN. ¥. 
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Send for 
This Book 
TODAY 


This new book, «All the Facts- — oJ 
How-When-Where You Want a? 

Them» giving a complete and in- 
teresti explanation of the 
Glebe - Wernicke Perfected Vis- 
ible Record, sent upon request, 





has fou 





C5 .ee. weanicx RESEARCH 


has provided a new method which will increase 
profits in any business. 


This new method known as «Automatic Record Con- 
trol» is a distinctive feature of Globe-Wernicke Vis- 
ible Record. It AUTOMATICALLY exposes the vital 
business facts in sales, collections, accounts receiv- 
able, stock and many other records. 


Appliedtoastockrecord, it AUTOMATICALLY exposes 
the items not moving, preventing stock from dying on 
the shelf. Holds inventories to a minimum at all times 
without running short, giving a constant turnover. In- 
creases cash on hand for more profitable transactions 
and provides better credit. In fact, this Globe - Wer- 
nicke Automatic Control feature will accomplish 


everything desired of record keeping equipment. 


Write today for complete details on Globe- Wernicke 
Automatic Record Control which will be given with- 
out obligation. Address‘ The Globe-Wernicke Co., 
Visible Record Division, Cincinnati, Ohio. C-3. 


Globe-Wernicke 


: VISIBLE RECORD 
2244WiITH Hitomauc CONTROL aaae 











AVOID THAT 
FUTURE SHADOW 


by refraining from 
over-indulgence 


We do not represent that 
smoking Lucky Strike Ciga- 
rettes will cause the reduction 
of flesh. W edo declare that when 
tempted to do yourself too well. 
if you will “Reach for a Lucky” 
instead, you will thus avoid 
over-indulgence in things that 
cause excess weight and, by 
avoiding over-indulgence,main- 
tain a trim figure. 


ee ee aed 


Your Throat Protection — against irritation—against cough. 











QUADRI-COLOR CO., JAMAIC*s NY ' 


